why Cap'n Jonadad
and me went to the
post office that
night; we wa'n"t ex.
pectin® any mall,

that's sartin i

it for the veason
the feller that

tumhbled
"twes the handlest place to go

Anyway we was there, and 1 was prop- |

pin’ up the stove with my feet and hold-
in* down a chair with the rest of me,

when Jonadab heaves alongside fiyin' dis-
tress slgnals. He bhad an envelope In
his starboard mitten. an, comin’ to an-
ehor with a flop in the next chair, sels
shiftin’ the thing from one hand to the
other az i it "twas red hot.

{ watched this performance for a spell,
waitin’ for him to say somethin’, but he
didn’t. so I halled, kind of sarcastic, and
gays: “What you do!n’—playin® soljtaire?
Whiech hand’'s ahead?”

He kind of woke up then, and passes
the envelope over to me.

“Barzilla.” he says, “what in time do
you s’'pose that Is?”

"Twas a queer lookin' anvelope, more'n
the average length fore and aft, but kind
of scant in the heam. There was a pud-
dle of red sealin' wax on the back of |t
with a “D"” in the middle, and up In one
corner was a kind of pleture thing iIn
eolors. with some printin’ In a furrin lan-
guage underneath it I b'lieve ‘twas
what they call a "ecoat-of-arms,” but It
Jlooked more like a patchwork comforter
than It 414 like any coat ever I see, The
envelope was addressed to “Captaln Jona-
dab Wixon, Orham, Mass.™

I took my turn at twistin’ the thing
around, and then I hands back to Jona-
dab.

“i
i .

“‘'rwas In my box,”™ says he. “Must
have come in to-night’s mall”

I didn't know the mall was sorted, but

pass.” 1 says. “Where'd you get

when he says that I got up and went over

and unlocked my box, jest to show that
I hadn't forgot how. and I swan to man
if there wa'n't another envelope, jest like
Jonadab's, except that ‘twas addressed to
“Barzilla Wingate."

“Humph'" says I, comin’ back to the
stove: “you ain't the only one that's
heard from the Prince of Wales. Look
here!”™
He was the most surprised man, but

one, op the Cape: 1 was the onesr We |

eouldn't make head nor tall of the bus'-
ness, and set there comparin’ the en-
velopes, and wonderin” who on earth had

sont' em, Ptetty soon “Ily" Tucker heads

over towards our moorin‘s, and says he:
“What's troublin’ the ancient mariners?”
he says.

“Barzilla and me’s got a couple of let-
ters,”
wond'rin’ who they was from

Tucker 1eaned away down—he's always |

gufl’rin’ from a rush of funniness to the

face—and he whispers, awful solemn. |

“For Heaven's sake, whatever you do,
don't open 'em. You might find out.’
Then he threw off his main-hatch and
“"haw-hawed” like a loon

To teil you the truth, we hadn’t

thought of openin' ‘em—not yit—so that |

was kind of one on us, as you might say
But Jonadab ain't s¢ slow but he can
catch up with a hearse if the horse stop
to drink. and he comes back quick.

“Iiy."”” he says, lookin® troubled, *you |
more kept comin’ all the time Swells!

don’t talk! We [elt 'bout as much at|

ought to sew reef-points on your mouth.
*Tain't safe to open the whole of It on
a windy night like this Fust thing you
know you'll carry away the top of your
head.™

Well, we felt consider’ble better after
that—havin’ held our own on the tack,

s0 to speak—and we walked out of the
¥

post office and up to my room in the|

Trav'lers’ Rest, where we could be alone
Then we opened our envelopes, slick and
of that wah a letter, printe
like the kind of writin® that used to be
in the copybook at school. It said that
Ebenezer Dillaway begged the honor of

smooth as a mack'rel’'s back, and inside
'

our presence at the marriage of his
daughter, Belle, to Peter Theodoscius
PBrown. at Willamead House, Cashmere-

on-the Hudson, February three, nineteen |

Bundred and so forth

We were surprised of course, and
pleased In one way, but in another we
wa'nt real tickled to death You see,

*twas & good while sence Jonadab and
me had been to a weddin’, and we knew

there'd be mostly young folks there and
a good many big-bugs, we presumed like-
lvy. and "twas goin' to cost coasider'bl
to git rigged—not to mention the price

passage, and
Ebencezer had took the trouble to write
ps, and so we felt "twas our duty not to
disappoint him, and especially Peter, who
had done so much for us, managin’ the
QOld Home Houge at Wellmouth Port
I"ve told you already how the Gld Home
Mouse come to be started, and how Peter
T. Brown dropped in from nowhere and
made such a howlin’ a1
and how he got engaged to the siar
boarder., Ebenezer Dillaway's daughter—
b |

A 4
I
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Dillaway of the Consolldated Cash res,
Well, wa s O S ' to £
80 we wen! ! hbad a new Sunday cut-

away and light pants to go with it, so
I figgered that I was pretty well found,
but Cap'n Jonadad had to pry himsel
joose from Bonsider'ble money, and every

eent hurt as it "twas nalled on Then

Be had chilblains that winter, and ail
the way over In the Fall River boat he

|}

was Tumin’ abhout hem chilblains, and

addin® uvp on a pliece of paper how much

cash ho'd speat

Wa struck Cashmere-on-the-Hudson
about three o'clock on the afternoon of
the day of the weddin’ "Twas a little
country kind of a town, smaller by a good
dezl] then Orham, and so we cal'lated that

¢

p'haps, after all, the affalr wouldn't be so

tony. But when we hove in
pight of Dillamead—Ebenczer's place—we
sbhortened sail and pretty nigh drew out’

everlastin’

DON'T exactly know |

guess [lkelywe done |

verhoard ent to the bettom— |
» ohard w | | Dillaway filled the whole ship channel 1

| to me that he wa'n't nigh so tickled as

| ry club.” Well, come on up to the house

says Cap'n Jonadab; "and we was |

» | ber Cap’'n Jonadadb hollerin’ to me that

"

of the rece. "Twas up on a high bank | direction and make us
over the river, and the house [tself was| hends. Then he'd begin to show us off, 8¢
Jonadab

bigger than four Ol4 Homes spliced :o-'

gether, It had a fair-sized township
around it In the shape of land, with a
high stone wall for trimmin' on the edges.

| There was trees, and places for flower-

beds in summer, and the land knows
what. We see right off that this was the |
real Cashmere-on-the-Hudson; tha village |
folks were stranded on the flats—old

“Well,”™ I says to Jonadab, “it looks to
me as if we was gittin' out of soundin’s.
What do you say to comin’ about and
makin’ a quick run for Orham again?” |

But he wouldn't hear of {t. “S'pose
I've spent all that money on duds for
nuthin'?" he says. *No, sir, by thunder!
I ain't scared of Peter Brown, nor her
that's goin® to be his wife; and I ain’t
scared of Ebenezer nelther; no matter if

hée does llve in the Manufacturers Build-

; |
in", with two or three thousand fathom

of front fence,” he says.

Some years ago Jonadab got reckless| pan.
and went on a cut-rate excursion to the |

World's Falr out in Chicago, and ever |
sence then he's been comparin' things
with the “Manufacturers Bulidin"™ or |
the “Palace of Agriculture' or “Streets
of Calro,” or some other outlandish
place

“All right,” says I. “Darn the tor-
pedoes! Keep her as she Is! You can
fire when ready, Gridley!"

S0 we sot sall for what we judged was
Ebenezer's front gate, and, jest as we
made it, a man comes whistlin’ round the.
bend in the path and I'm blessed if|
‘twa’'n’'t Peter T. Brown. He was rigged
to kill, as usual, only more so.

““Hello, Peter!™ 1 says. “Here we be."

It ever a feller was surprised, Brown
was that feller, Ha looked like hke'd
struck a rock where there was deep
water on the chart.

“Well, I'll be——,"" he begun, and thea
stopped. “What in the ,' he com-
mwenced again, and again his wingd died
out Fin'lly he says: *“Is this you. or
had I better quit and try another pipe?”

We told him 'twas us, and it seemed

he'd ought to have been. When he lound
we'd come to the weddin' ‘count of
Ebecezer sendin' us word, he didn't say
nothin® for a minute or so.

“Of course, we had to come,” says
Jonadab., "“We felt 'twoul!ln't be right to
d'sapp’int Mr. Dillaway."

Peter kind of twisted ls mout
“That's so0,” he saye. “It]l be worth
more'n & box of di'monds to him. Do
him more good thar §’inin’ a ‘don't wors

and ease his mind.”

So we done it, and Ebenezér acted even
more surprised than Peter,

I can't tell you anything about that
Lhcuse, nor the fixin's in it; It beat me a
mile—that house did. We had a room
gomewheres up on the hurricane deck,
with brass bunks and piush carpets and
crocheted curtains and electrie lights. I
swan there was lookin' glasses in every
corner—big ones, man's size. 1 re-rn._-m-|

night when we was gittin' ready to turn

to speak, git
| boats he'd sailed, or somethin’ like it—
and them fellers would laugh and holler,|(to think of anvthing more to =ay, and|
a | rememberin’ Phil's orders, leans OVeri
reef; he Jooked solemn as a fun'ral al!iand whoops into the trumpet.

Jonadab and me
think we was makin® a great hit,
we was, but not the way we thought.
| remember one of the gang gits Phil m’srnn-i that them congratulations would
| make a hit, and they done {t. The wom-
| en 'round the room turned red and some
lof "em covered thelr mouths with their
handkerchiefs. The men looked glad and
aroynd the premises—|get up and took notice. Ebenezer wa'n't
“and upon honor they've all been alike.|in the room—which was a mercy—but
Now that T've discovered somethin’ pas-“-,«"r 011 messmate. Catesbhy-Stuart looked |
itively original, let me enjoy myself. The | solemn as ever and never turned a halr. me.” Talk about goin"! "Twas
entertainment by the Heavenly Twing 15|

Phil's face wouldn't shake

one side after a talk
pers to him, laughin’ like fun
“My dear boy,
thonsands of these things—"
flipper scornful

this anq4 whis-
FPhil says

wavin' his

I didn't know what he meant then:

The marryin' was done about 8 a'clock,!
done with
s manned the yards In the best par-
and Peter ang
Then they went away In a swel]
hacks we'd seen
depot—and
took the driver's
larboard ear off with a shoe Phil gavo1
him to heave afier 'em.

After the weddin’
under the palms and bushes
all over the house, and
stewards—there was
to man a four-master—was cartin® 'round
punch and
was togged up till Jonadab and me,

trimmins’,

Belle was

stranded the Cashmere

Jonadab

folks was settin’

frozen vic Everybody

in:
“For the land's sake, Barzillal"™ says

he, ''turn out them lights, will ¥ 1 ll
a'a't over'n above bashiful, but t:zv:nl

lookin' glasses makes me feel's if I was
undressin® al~ng with all hands and the
cook.”

The house was full of comp'ny, and

home as a cow in a dory, bulL we was
there ‘cause Ebenezer had asked us to be
there, so we kept on the course and
didn't signal for help. Travelin® through
the rooms downstalrs where the folks

was, was a good deal like dodgin' lce-

bergs up on the Banks, but one or two

noticed us enough to ¢ p the co :+ and |
one was rea] sociable. He was a kind of |

glow-spoken e¢ity felier, dressed as if his
clothes was poured over him hot and

splice in the middle of it—'twas Cates-
by-Stuart. Everybody—that {s, most
everybody—called him “Phil.”

Well, sir, Phil cottoned to Jonadab and
me right away. He'd git us, one on eash |
wing, and go through that house asking
questions, He pumped me and Jonadab
dry about how we came to be there, and
told us morn yarns than a few ‘bout
Dillaway, and how rich he was. 1 re-
member he sald that he only wished he
had the keys to the cellar so he coull

then left to cool. His last name had fl‘
|
]

show us the money-bins. Sald Ebenezer
was 80 jest—well, rotten with money, as
you might say, that he kept it in bins
down cellar, same as poor folks Kkept
coal—gold In one bin, silver half-dollars
in another quarters in another., and so
on. When he needed any, he'd say to a
servant “James, fetch me up a hod of
change.” This was only one of the fish
varns ha told They sounded kind of
scaly tn Jonadadb and me, but iIf we hint-
ed at such a thing, ke'd pull himsel! to-
gether and say “Fact, 1 assure you,"
in a way to (freeze your vitals. He
seemed like such a good feller that we
didn't mind his tellin® & few big ones;
we'd known good fellers afore that liked
to lle—gunhers and sech like, they werse!
::ms"’_\‘,

“Somehow or 'nother Phil got Capn|
Jonadadb talkin® “bovat,” and when Jona-
dab talks "“boat™ there ain't no stoppin’
him He's the smartest feller In a cat-
boat that ever handled a tiller. and he's
won more races than any man on the
Cape, I cal'late. Phil asked him and me
it we'd ever sailed on an fce boat, and,
when we sald we hadn't he asks ! we
won't take a sail with him on the river
next mornin'. We dldn't want to put him
to so much trouble on our account, but
he sald “*Not at all. Pleasure’ll be all
mine, 1 assure you.”" Well, "twas his for
a spell—but never mind that now.

He introduced us to guite a lot of the
comp'ny—men mostly. He'd see a school
of 'em in a corner, or under a palm tree

or somewheres, and steer us over in that! we let out echoed, as you might say, all

]
i

'round. I began to git shaky at the| know a boat when I gighted one, but &l a hail

PAIRS OF SHOES

By JOSEPH C. LINCOLN

knees, as If I was preachin’ to a big con-, flatiron on skates was somethin’ bran-| the boat with him,

gregation.
After a spell Jonadab, not bein' able|

“I'm real glad your son done so well
with his Jlaundry,” he says.
Well, sir, Phil had give us to under-

But az for old lady Granby—whew! |

was a miracle, pretty high. She counldn’t

three of the girle begun to squeal and)

glgzle behind their handkerchiefs,

Jonadab and me went away., too, We

{
dldn’'t flounce any to speak of, I guess)
a “‘sneak’” would come nearer to tellin’

how we quit, I see the cap'n headin' for|
the stairs and I fell into his wake. No-|
body sald good night, and we didn’t wait

to give 'em a chance,

Course we knew we'd put our foot in it

somewheres, but we didn’t gee jest how. |
Even then we wa'n’t really on to Phil's
game

[

new. 1 didn't think much of it, and [
could see that Jonadad didm’t elther.

“}!?I]O r’h!!’“ hp }'9!1!‘ Tﬂﬁind'..'" "‘.l.‘
flat-iron Into the wind abreast of ours

But in about three shakes of a lamb's|and bobbin' his night-cap. *“I hoped

tail I was read to take it all back and
say 1 never said {t. T done enough)
prayin’ In the next ha'f hour to square
up for every Friday night meetin' I'd
missed sence I was a boy. Phil got sall
on to her, and we moved out kind of
slow. N\

“Now, then,” says he, “we’ll take a 1it-

tle ja'nt up the river. 'Course, this ain't
like one of your Cape Cod ecats, but
still—""

And then I dug my finger nafls Into
the deck and ecommenced: *“*Now T Iay

“F-g-g-8-t!" and we was a mile from
| She got redder'n she was afore, whir'h!hnme. “Bu-z2-2-2!" and we was jest get-
tin’ ready to climb a bank; but 'fore she
speak for a minute—jeg cackled like &) nosed the shore Phil would put the helm
hen. Then she busts out with: *“How|
dare you!” and flounces out of that room)|
ke a hurricane. And It was still as|
could be for a minute, and then two or|

over, and we'd whirl round like a wind-
mill, with me and Jonadab bitin' the|
plankin,’ and hangin’ on for dear life,
and my heart, that had been up in my
mouth, knockin® the goles of my boots
|off. And Cap'm Catesby-Stuart wonld
| grin, and drawl: *“Course, this aln't like
a Orham ecat boat, but she does fairiy!
| well—er—fairly. Now, for instance, how
does thils strike you?"

[t struck us—I dnn't'thir‘.k any got

away. I expected every minute to land
in the hereafter, and It got so that the
prospect looked kind of invitin' ¥ only

git somewheres where ‘twas warm.

‘0
| That February wind went in at the top
You gee, when a green city chap| of my stiff hat and whizzed out through

= | 1%
l,'m".
s
N

.

OUr new culaways,
blazkbirds
Ebenezer
pullet with

like a couple
a bluejay c_‘amp-'
g0 busy.

its head

scarcely
Pretty soon he
from a beat the next
and he says:
“There's a that's jest
gentlemen,
her all about
And, by the way, my dear
he whispers to Jonadab, *“if you
her—er—mightily,
gratulate her upon her boy's suocess In
understand.”
eays, winkin’, “only son and selfmade
don't you know
Mrs. Granby was roostin' all by her-
: the parlor.
fleshy, but terrible stiff and proud, and|
di'monds
shook t{Il her head and neck looked llke
| one of them *‘set pleces” at the Fourth
She was deef, too, and
vred an ear trumpet pretty nigh as big|
AS a Steamer's ventilator .
Maybe she was “dyin’ to know us,” but|
she didun't have a fit tryin' to show It. Me
and Jonadad felt
‘lable, and s0 we set, oma
of her on the sofy, and bellered:
d'ye do?" and “Fline day, aip't it? Inio|
She didn't say much,
but she’d couple ou the trumpet and turn
to whichever one of us had hailed, heel-
in® over to that gide as if her dballast hal
She acted to me kind of uneasy,,
everybody that come into that par-)
lor—and they kept pilin' in all the time
—looked mor'n middlia’
kepl pretiy guiet, 100, 8o that every yell | subject to ice boats.

the Cape;

the laundry bus’ness.

fhe was

of July firework

ought to be so-
on each side

that ear-trumpet

““‘She Couldn’t Speak for a Minute.”

l'comes to the Old Home House—and the)

land Kknows there's freaks enough do
come—we always try to make things
pleasant for him, and the last thing we'd
think of was makin' him a show afore
folks. So we couldn't b'lileve even now|
Iwas done a-purpose. But we was Sus- |
picious, a little

“Barzilla,” =ays Jonadab, gittin’ ready

| to turn In, *"tain't possible that that fel-

ler with the sprained last name {s jest
havin' fun with us, is 1t

“Jonadab,” says I, “I've been wond'rin
that myself.”

And we wondered for an hour, and fin-
ally decided to wait a while and say
nothin® till we could ask Ebenezer. And
the next mornin' one of the stewards
comes up to our room with some coffee
and grud, and says ‘hat Mr. Catesby-
Stuart requested the pleasure of our
comp'ny on & afore-breakfast ice boat
sall, and would meet us at the pler in
ha’f an hour. They didn't have breakfast
at Ebenezer's till pretty close to dinner|
time, 11 o'clock, 20 we had time enou;h}
for quite a trip

Phil and the ice boat met us on time,
I s'pose 1t "twas style, but, {f I hadn’t
known I'd have swore he'd run short r:arl
duds and had dressed up ino the bed-|
clothes. I felt of his coat when he wa'n't

| notiein’, and if it wa'n't made out of a

blanket then I never slept under one.
Aod It made me think of my granddad to
see what he had on hiz head—a reg’lar
nightecap, tassel and all

Phil sald he was sorry we turned 'm
80 early the night afore. Sald he'd
planned to entertain us all the evenin'.
We didn't burrah much at this—bein’
suspicious, as I said—and he changed the

A
o

the legs of my thin Sunday pants till I
telt tor all the world like the ventilatin’
pipe on an lce chest. I could see why
Phil was wearin' the bedclothes; what I
was sufferin’ for jest then.was a feather
mattress on each side of me

Well, me and Jonadab was *it™ for
quite a spell. Phil had all the fun, and
I guese he enjoyed it. If he’'d stopped
right then, when the fishin' was good, 1
cal'late he'd have feteched port with a
full hold. but no, he had to rub it in, so
to speak, and that's where he slopped
over. You know haw ‘'tls when you're
eatin' mince ple—it's the "one more
alice’” that fetches the nightmare, Phil
stopped to get that slice.

He kept whizzin’ up and down that
river till Jonadab and me kind of got
over our variousness. We could manage
to git along without spreadin’ out Ilike
porous plasters, and could set up for «
minute or 80 on a stretch, And ‘twa'nm’t
necessary for us to hold a special rs-
liglous service every time the Hfatiron

come about Altogether we was In thlt'

condition where the doctor might have
held out some hopes.

And., In spite of the cold, we was

M S —

you might be out. Are you game for a
race?"’

“Archie.” answers our skipper., solemn

as a settin' hen. “Permit me to Intro-
duce to you Cap'n Jonadab Wixon and
Admiral Bsarzilla Wingate of Orham on
the Cape.™

I wasn’t expectin® to fily an admiral's
pennant quite so quick, but I managed
to shake out through my teeth—they
wag chatterin’ llke & box of dlce—that
I was glad to know the faller. Jonadab,
he rattled loose somethin’ sim-lar

“The Cap'n and the Admiral,” says
Phil, “tavin® salled the ragin' main for

lo! these many years, are now fav'rin
me with their advice concernin’ the
navigation of {ce-yachts. Archie If

you're willln’ to enter against such a
handicap of brains and barnacles, T'll
race yon on a beat up

der, then on the ten mile run afore the
wind to the buoy opposite the club, and
back to the cove by Dillaway's Anl
we'll make it for a case of wine, e {t
a go?”

to the p'int yon-

Archle, he Jaughed and =sald {t was,
and, all at once the
Now Phil had lled when he sald we

Tace Was on

jwas “fav'rin® him with advice, ‘cause

we harn't said a word: but that beat
up to the p'int wa'n't ha'ft over afora
Jonadab and me was dvin' to tell him
a few things He handled that boat lika
a lobster, Archie gained on every

tack and come about for the run a full

| minvte afore us

And on that run afore the wind ‘twas
wuss than ever The way Phil see-
sawed that piece of pie back and forth

over the river was a =sin and shame. He

could have slacked off his mainsail and
headed dead for the buov, but no. he

jlggled around like an old woman
crossin® the road ahead of a funeral
Cap'n Jonadab was on edge Racin'
was where he lived, as they might say,
and he fidgeted like he was sgettin’ on a

pin-cushion. By and by he snaps ont:

“Keep her off! Keep her off afore the
Win(lf\l".m't you see where yvou're goin'?"

Phil looked at him as if he was a gravep
image and all the ansawer he made was:
“Be calm, Barnaclec; 1t mi!*

But pretiy soon I ecouldn't stand it neo
longer, and I busats out with: “Keep er
off,. Mr. What's-vour name' For the
Lord’'s sake, keep her off! He'll beat the
life out of vou!”

And all the gond that d 12 for m¢
to get a stare that was colder thas the
wind, if such a thing's possible

But Jonadab got fidgetyer avery minute
and when we come out into Lhe broad
part of the river, within a little wuys of
the buoy, he couldn’t stand it no longer.

“You're spillin® ha'f the wind!" he yells
“P'int her for the buoy or else you'll be

Heked to death! Jibe her so’s she gits It

full. Jibe her, you lubber! Don't® you
know how? Here! let me show you!"™

And the next thing T knew he fetched a |
hop like a frog, shoved Phil out of the
way grabbed the tiller and Jammed it |
over,

She jibed—oh, yes, she jlbed! If any-
body says she didn’t, you send 'em to me,
I give you my word that that fiat-iron
jibed twice—once for practice, 1 jedge,
and then for bus’'ness. She commenced
by twistin' and squirmin’ like an eel. I
jest had sense enough to clamp my mit-
tens on to the little brass rail by the
stern and hold on; then she Jibed the
second time She stood up on two Ic_i,
the boom e¢ome over with a slat that
pretty nigh took the mast with it, and
the whole shebang whirled around as (I
{t had forgot somethin’. I have a foggy

kind of remembrance of lockin' my tten |

clamps fast on to the rall while the rest
of me streamed out I the alr llke a

| burgee., Next thing I Lnew wa was scoot-

ia’ back toward Dillaway’s, with the sall
catehin' every ounrce that was blowin’
Jonadab was hraced across the tiller, an
there. behind us, was the Hon hilip
Cateshby-Stuart, flat on hls back, with his

blanket legs lookin” like a pair of com-

| passes, and skimmin ‘in whirligigs over

the slack fce toward Albany. He hadn't

had nothin ‘to hold onto, you understand
Well, if T hadn't seen it, I wouldn’t have
y'lieved that a human bein' could epln so
bl i I

long or trave] so fast on h k 15
legs made a kind of smoky cirele In the
air over him, and he'd got such a start

that I thought he'd mever stop a-goin’
He come to a place where gomée SDOw
had melited in the sun and there wa: a
pond, as you mlight say, on the lce and
he went through that, heavin' spray lik¢
one of them circular lawn sprinkiers the
simmer folks have He'd have been as
pretty ag a fountain, if we'd had time

to stop And look at him
“For the land sakes, heave to!” I yelled
soon's 1 could git my breath. “You've

ll!pillml the skipper!™

“Skipper be durned!” howls Jonadab

' squeesin’ the tiller and keepin’ on the

. A R oy, | - - l
course: “We'll come back for him by and
| . Y
‘by 1t's our bus'‘ness to win this race
And. by ginger! we did win It The¢

on

way Jonadab coaxed that cocked hat
runners over the ice was pretly—yes, Bir
pretty! He nipped Ler close enough t
the wind'ard, and he took advaniage of

| every single chance. He always could
| sail: I'll say that for him. We walked

up on Archie like he'd set down to rest

noticin' how Phil was saili’ that three-  and passed him afore he ™as within a helf

cornered sneak-box—notiein® and criti-

| mile of home. We run up abreast of Dill.

oisin’; at least, I was, and Cap'n Jona-|away's, puttin’ on all the fazcy frills of

dﬂ.b, beln-, as I"'a llld. th. b“t .kipperl a ltn'r com’:n' into f‘\th, and theras "l'l

-l " . caddin
of small craft from Provincetown to| Ebenezer and a whoie f"'f'“.'i of weddin
Cobasset Narrows, must have had some|comp'ny down by the landin’

ideas on tha subject. Your old chum,|

“Goeh!” savs Jonadab, puggin’ at his

Catesby-Stuart, thought he was mast-| whiskers; “’'twas Cape Cod against New

high so fur's sallin® was concerned, any-
body could see that bhut he had some-

York thet time, and you can’t beat (he
Cape wh + comes to gittin' over water,

thin' to larn. He wasn't beginning to|not even if the water's froze. Hey, Bar-

git out all there was in (hat ice-boat.

And jest then alopg comes another feller|

zillat™
Ebenezer came bhoppin’ over the ice

That fce boat was & bird. I-cal'lated tol|in the same kind of hooker and gives us toward us. He looked seme surprised.

.

There was two other chaps on‘ “Where's Phil?™ he says

I XNow, I'd clean forgot Phil, and | guess

Jonadah had, by the way he colored up

| *“Phil? says he. “Phil? Oh, ves! We

left him up the road « plece, Marte we 4

better go after him pow
But old Dillaway had s to &n

“Cap'n.” he says, lookin® round o make
sure none of the comp'ny was follerin’
him out to ths ice boat. *I've wanted !o
speak to vyou Aafore but T haven't had
the chance. You mustn’t ©'lieve too much
of what Mr. Catesby-Stuart saye, nor you
muetn't always do jJest what he sugges
You see.” he says, “be’s a dreadful prac-
tical jol s

Yes" mava Jonadab., bhegzinnin®' to look
gsick, 1 d4idmn't s=ay pothin® but I guess I
looked the same way,

"“Yes,"” gaid Ebenezer. k'nd f uneasy

like, ""Now, in that matter of Mrm
 Granby, I &'pose Phil put you nup o
askin’ r about her son's Inundry. Ye-*
Well, T thought =so You see, the fact
iB her boy ls a broker lown 0 Wall
.‘:."'""* + and he's heen aught makir®
gdme of what they all *wash sales 4
stock. It's against the rules af tane T

change to do that and the papers have

bes full of the r You can se+." says
Dillaway, “how the laundry question
kin M stirred the old lady uz Put,
Lod! it must have been funny.,”™ and he
[ mr T

I looked at Jonadal and he looked =t
m I thought of Marm Granby, and her

bain ‘dyvin’ to know us.™ i I thought

he lies about the "hod of change™

thi all the rest and Elye Yyou my w |
[ 414 ot not e ¢h to show mw
wisdom teeth, anyhow A crack the

al h wide w 1 have 1} 1 me,

and bitter, as if he'd been WOTm-
wood 1 I gsee He's been havin' a
good t kia' durn fools t of us.™
Wel says Ebenezer, "not exact)y

1 oy Yonin w \ ]
4 I i $al. —

And ths long comes Archie and his
Fowd the other ice bhoat

“HI!™ he wvells, “Who sailed that boat
f yours? He knew his bus'ness a%
right I nevepr eav anvthing better. Phil

why, where Is Phil?”

I angewered him “Phil got out when

we Jibed."” I says

“Was that Phil? he hollers and th
the three of 'em just roared

Oh, by Jove, vou v' gsave Archie:
“that’s the funnlest thing 1 I EAW

And on Phil too! He'll pever hear t
iast of it at the club—% y boys?" And
then they just bellered apnd laughed
agaln,

When thevy'd gone. Jonadah turned e

Ebenezer and he says: "“That takin us ows

on this boat was another n'
" fun with the countrymen Hev ™
| 1 .
“1 guess s0." savs Dillaway. 1 b'liave

he told one of the guests that he wa-
goin® to put Cape Cod on lece this
maornin’.

(1]

I looked away up the river where =»
little black s : was Jest geitin" 1t
ghore. And T th git ! how ~» ly ‘Lis
wind was ount there and how that Ice-
water must have felt. and what a long
wavs ‘twas from home. And then 1
emiled, slow and wide;: there was a bargs
load of joy In every ha'f Inch of that
emils

gy

8 a cold day when PhIl loses a
chance for & joke,”” says Ebenezer.

i

‘Taln't exactly what you'd call sum-
mery Jest now.,” I says. And we hauled
iown sail, run the Ice boat up to thae

whar!, and went up to our room to pack

our extenslon cases for the pnext traln
“You ge0."” savs Jonadadb puttin’ 1
| other shirt., “it's easy enough to git the

best of Cape folks on wash sales and
¥

ivin', but when it mes Lo yals, thatl
a different pair of shoes ™
“1 guess Phil'll agree with you.” I says,
oy’ Sy~ AR
\ The Last Resort.
| When her granddaughter arrived from

the clity to spend Thanksgiving with her
{Mrs. Barlow was a little overpowered.
""She’'s s0 pretty, and knows so much
jand has such nice manners and suck
| handsome clothes, I'm = little afrald ol
her,”” she confided to the girl's grand-
father

"Sho, pow!™ sald Mr. Barlow, In a cOm-

forting tone “I'11 risk but what you'l
tell her plenty of things she doesn’t know
in the wee she's here. Don't you worr
™ - W
It was the very next day that his pro-
phécy came tr sayvs 1outh's mpa o
Mra. Barlow i im of it 1b pigo
with glee
t was g Riong of a prells e dresy
Marjor a ghe sald “She wed
to L sald LOOK At tha spot
Erandm er Right on the fro of ths
K and nothing wlll take 1t
ion't know what it can be
20 | asked her what she'd useld, ané
ghe % n I can’'t balf! remember '
names, t ére wasg dryrubdb and a
and 1 zine and chloroform and ris
and &p it and
Hold ! sald Mr Bar 1"
mak!ng " T 6 vh & T - z
" 11 \OT8 Wers < is
8afd s wile ‘and v neve gaw &uck
A BlE as that skir v A K ' _
orfr and rings {f & where SDt
tried the different fi - 1 dr A
&rs. AN inald ! & : Einial »}
{ grea irt
‘**Have youn ever tried soap and warn
water on 11 1 asked her, and she allowed
she hadn"t
“Well. I got out the original spot =
about fve minutes,” sald Mra. Barlow
smoothing down her apron with a sat
fied air. “"and some of the cleanina cie
eles have cOm at I can get moat
{"em it, I guess Of course, as I told

her the dress won't ever look the sam¢
on account of some of the material hav
ing been eaten away by what she's |
on: but "twill be 20 she can wear |t

*1 4idn’t twit her, of course not,” sald
Mrs. Barlow: “but [ shall write Myra o
night that |1 didn't suppose a child
hers would be so without a knowledge ©
the rodiments. an® have to come to LoV
| country to learn 'ém I shall akk her
|ghe doesa't think maybe she'd Dbett
| change Marjorie's college—leastways I'¢
[like to," sald Mrs Barlow, slightly re

| lenting."




